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tic features of the race: pale oval face, large dark eyes, aqui-
line nose, and rather effeminate appearance. Handsome and
polite, too, he was; but as I did not wish to wear his affability
threadbare on first acquaintance, and had become hardened to
the curiosity of the ever-changing crowd, I transplanted my
person and working apparatus to the very centre of the whirl-
pool, namely, under the archway six feet wide, the connecting
link of the four thoroughfares; but I had made up my mind
this time to " charge " the " frittery," and nothing short of an
earthquake would have succeeded in dislodging me; for I had
made previous attempts, but had abandoned my studies for se-
rious reasons.

Everybody and everything passed through the arch like a
fluffy skein of silk drawn through the eye of a darning-needle;
let me be imagined in the eye of the needle, and some idea
will be formed of how small I had to make myself. Fish-mon-
gers with great baskets of sardines and huge slimy, slippery
catfish trailing on the ground, left finger-marks and traces of
fins on ijiy side pockets. Young girls with boards on their
heads, laden with dough re'ady for the oven, rushed along at
full speed, but managed to steer clear of everything; donkeys,
with big panniers filled with garbage from the street, were driv-
en by a member of the ash-barrel fraternity, carrying a bell at
his waist; other donkeys, laden with fresh roses for sale, offered
a sweet contrast to their ambling brethren with bell accom-
paniment; blear-eyed Israelites, shouldering huge packages of-
muslin and calico, passed with doleful and nasal cry from house
to house, and the haggling that went on through a crack in
the door, and from the court and from the terrace, about a half-
yard of cotton stuff, was often irritating to listen* to.

The stream of passers-by was continuous  until the lull at
mid-day for luncheon  and prayers at the mosques ;  then the